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neck had burnt itself into a crater the size of a lake. From
the surface of the sluggish waters gas was still rising and the
water bubbling and hissing in eddies. All round the crater
the trees stood grey and lifeless as in the poisoned gas districts
of the French battlefields.
The day we started for the Panuco oilfields was Dick's first
test of endurance, and he was not six years old. About twenty
kilometres east of Panuco we abandoned our car in a bog.
Our luggage consisted of a gun, two kodaks, three coats and a
heavy money bag, all of which we had to carry in the heat of the
day, on the long trek to Panuco. (I must explain the money
bag. In Mexico there was no paper money; one went to the
bank and received beautiful large gold pieces. Even a small sum
of money weighed heavily and was beyond the endurance of
the average purse. Therefore one carried money in a bag tied
round the neck with a string like the proverbial miser!)
When we abandoned the chauffeur to his car, he assured us
that Panuco was " just over the hill," and we started trustingly.
But the shadeless plain was a bad start; we were soon over-
come by thirst* The kodaks became a curse and the coats a
mockery. We sweated and limped and panted, and even-
tually reached the merciful shade of trees, but the springs were
dry. There was not a stream or a pool anywhere, and no human
habitation visible. Up the hill we toiled, and down the other
side and up the next. Dick complained peevishly, but he was
too big to be carried, or we were too tired.
At the foot of the third hill four tracks met. The Irishman
left us in a heap by the roadside, with the gun loaded and at
full cock, with orders not to shoot on sight but only on provo-
cation ! He went in search of water.
When the sun was setting he hove in sight accompanied by
a native boy carrying a bucket. We got up and ran stumblingly
towards them.
" Shut your eyes while you drink," he advised.
Womanlike, I looked. It was opaque, muddy and full of
small tadpoles and little fishes. I drank, it was tepid; I
coughed up a tadpole, it was slimy; the Irishman poured the
contents of his rum flask into it. I drank, Dick drank—how
we drank!

